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our weariness of town life, imagine a completely idyllic existence,
and having formed this image we could find it nowhere in the
country, and thus disillusionment met us at the first contact?
Life in the open country accustoms us to look at things in a
healthy, unexaggerated manner, and we then soon become re-
conciled to village life. We make allowances for its coarser side,
when we consider the ignorance and the natural qualities of human
nature; we remind ourselves that the village is still in a primitive
state.
But, on the other hand, what a treasure of kindness and of
poetry we find among the peasantry. Their blind trust in
Providence surprises and touches us; this final idea of all
philosophies, this last result of human wisdom and the eiforts of
the human intellect. This childish simplicity touches us, this
giving up a search into the secrets of nature, this joyful, timid
acceptance of her gifts with unbounded gratitude. Whose soul
has not been stirred while watching this continual daily toil,
begun with the sign of the cross, and carried on with such patient
unmurmuring labour ? When such a scene lies spread before you,
and a vast expanse lies here showing the results of this primitive
and patient labour, then your idyllic dream, the work of an idle
fancy, seems to you to have vanished into nothingness. Look,
and you will see that the poetry of real life and work far exceeds
all that your idle imagination could picture.
GRIGOROVICH:  The Peasant.
Away from the cities
I shall go to the fields, to the sun.
From the cup of thine azure skies
Give thy sacrament, O Earth.
There is nothing more prayerful
Than the hermit-huts in the ocean of rye,
When beyond the heated fields of purple
The incense is burnt by the pines.
Again I am a homeless pilgrim;
On the overflowed bank, beyond the river,
The radiant day I shall meet
With free songs of the village.